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Being in The Young Veins was not easy. Writing the songs came easy, working with Jon, came easy. The 
problems had come after they had released their album, their problems had started the moment the first 
review had been published. 

The reviews were less than favorable, very few actually had anything decent to say. The worst of course 
came from the printed words of James Montgomery. Ryan had no idea what he had been expecting. 

The moment that Pete had declined to sign The Young Veins to his label, maybe Ryan should have known that 
something like this would happen. He had refused to believe it though. He had thought, or maybe hoped, that 
the refusal had been simply a professional concern. Pete had called him a visionary once, and Ryan had always 
been so cocksure of his own ability to succeed. Panic! at the Disco had been a huge success, so why would The 
Young Veins have been any different? 


Ryan was lying to himself though. Everything had been different. Pete Wentz had broken his heart, Brendan 
Urie and Spencer Smith had broken his heart, and all of them had taken his band from him. 

Ryan hated thinking about it, so he wrote songs about it instead. He really had thought they were going to be 
successful, but the near constant sting of rejections, both professional and personal, had left Ryan feeling 
broken, bruised, and battered. 

Jon and him weren't willing to give up though. It was only their first album, and they still had a tour scheduled. 
Besides, their new (smaller) label was much more understanding than their previous one had been. Not that 
Ryan would ever admit to any of these feelings out loud, and any time an interviewer broached the subject of 
his several professional and personal breakups, he would skillfully turn the conversation elsewhere. 

Ryan refused to become another celebrity who spoke only negatively about his career and those who had hurt 
him. He wanted that to remain private, he didn't want to offer up any more of himself and his private life to 
the public than he already had. Ryan refused to become another piece of celebrity gossip to be misunderstood 
and misinterpreted. 

Besides, there had been good times. He still had fond memories of all three of them, even if they had left his 
heart shattered into pieces on the recording studio floor. Ryan also, rather foolishly, hoped that one day this 
would all blow over, and maybe they could at least still be friends again 

Elizabeth told him that was probably wishful thinking, and Jon didn't seem as bothered by this as Ryan was. 
Though really, why should he be? 

Ryan shook his head. They were about to go on stage. He didn't want to be thinking about any of this now. He 
just wanted to go out there and put on a good show for those few fans they had. Performing had always 
made him nervous, but this was a much smaller venue, and that always helped. 

Life on the road with an Indie band was much different than it had been with Panic. The crowds were smaller, 
and any chance of recognition was smaller. Part of Ryan preferred the anonymity, but most of him hated the 
bitter taste of rejection. 

Shit. They were going on stage now. Ryan had gotten too distracted, and he didn't want to dwell on this any 
further, he just wanted to let the music speak for him. 

As Jon introduced the band and they began their set, Ryan looked out into the crowd. It required a double take, 
but plain as day, there was a familiar face staring back at him. 

Pete? 

His heart dropped. After the way they had left things- the way Pete had wanted to leave things- Ryan hadn't 
expected to ever hear from nor see him again. He nearly fumbled the next note as he tried to come to terms 
with the shock of seeing Pete after all this time. 

What is he doing here? Came Ryan's increasingly more panicked thoughts as the concert wore on. 

His mind wasn't on the music, and his heart was starting to get lost in his memories of Pete Wentz. It kept 
flipping treacherously between an idiotic hope that Pete had come to fix things between them. The dreamer, 
the romantic in Ryan yearned for this concert to end with one good movie kiss between them and for them to 
make up as the credits rolled The other part, the hurt and damaged realist, couldn't help but relive the pain, 
the misery, that Pete Wentz had caused him. When Pete had ended things, Ryan had spiraled into a depression 
so deep that he was still working on clawing his way out of it. The music had helped, but that wasn't always 
enough, and sometimes he favored his more unhealthy coping mechanism. Ones that he had learned from Pete. 
Most of the time though, Ryan just hated himself. 

And right now was one of those times. Dread and panic seeped into his veins as the songs wore on. He felt like 


he was being buried alive, like the weight of his conflicting emotions were crushing his lungs until he could no 


longer breathe. The concert felt like the longest one that they had ever played. Ryan wanted it to be over. He 
hated the uncertainty, and he hated that Pete would be so cruel as to do this to him now. 

Why now? Why me? 

He hated that Pete still had so much power over him. 

He hated himself for giving it to him. 

Finally, finally, after an eternity, the concert ended. 

Ryan didn't know if anyone else had seen Pete, but as the band packed away their instruments, he felt his 
heart sink lower, the pain in his stomach grow greater, because he knew that he would have to speak to Pete. 
He couldn't leave here without knowing exactly what it was that Pete wanted from him, why he had decided to 
show his face here and now of all times and places. 

Carrying on in a daze of unfocused thought, Ryan excused himself from the rest of the band. Though he would 
be hard pressed to remember what he had said to make his excuses. He distantly wondered if anyone 
suspected where he was going- who he was going to see. 

Had anyone else seen him? Was anyone else paying as much attention to the crowd that night as Ryan had 
been? Did Jon also see Pete and know that Ryan would ultimately be powerless to stop himself from seeking 
him out? 

Ryan's thoughts were spiraling out of control, and he was content to let them. 

Jon of course didn't know the full picture of what had happened between the two of them, but then again, Jon 
had always been a very perceptive man. Maybe Ryan didn't have to say anything for Jon to suspect the 
complexity of Ryan's feelings, and any jackass could have figured out that there was some sort of rift 
between Pete and Ryan Jon knew who's side Pete had taken when the band split. God, Ryan was stupid for 
forgetting that Jon had been kicked out of Panic at the Disco too. 

Ryan detested how self-absorbed he could become in his own misery sometimes. 

Then there was Elizabeth. 

Ryan had never felt the need to tell her about Pete, about them. It was easier to keep that part of himself 
secret and feed her the same line that he fed the press- creative differences and all that. 

Ryan's head was pulsing in mental anguish as he made his way through the dispersing crowd to try and find 
Pete. He abhorred himself for being so weak, and that after all this time he still needed to speak to him. 

Why did Pete still have the power to upend his entire life just by showing his face? Why was Ryan still so 
drawn to him? Pete had utterly shattered his heart, so why was Ryan still following after him, still 
desperately trying to seek him out? 

Ryan made himself sick. 

The truth was that of all the drugs Ryan Ross had ever taken, Pete Wentz would always be the strongest and 
most addictive of them all. 

Why cant | be stronger than this? Why cant | resist this temptation, this siren call now? 

Failing to find Pete inside the verue, Ryan ran outside. He was on the verge of hyperventilating, and his nerves 
were shot to hell. 

On the verge of tears, Ryan leaned against the brick wall of the building, hoping that the cool night air would 
help ground him some. He really wanted a cigarette, or maybe a drink- anything to take the edge off. He closed 
his eyes for a moment, wanting deeply to curl into a ball and disappear from the entire world It was times like 
these where he felt nothing but great regret for every choice that he had ever made leading up to that 
moment. 


"Fuck" He called to the night air, only opening his eyes to gaze at the stars for a moment. 


No matter how much time had passed, they were still the same stars he used to watch back in Vegas when 
he wanted nothing more than to escape from his father. Only now he knew that fame wasn't the escape that 
he had hoped it would be. 

No, fame came with its own set of problems and its own set of bars caging him in. 

Ryan took a deep breath, trying to calm his racing heart. 

Its fine. He tried to tell himself. /+ wasnt Pete, or even if it was, he's gone now. Just go back to the band, go back 
fo Elizabeth and Jon Itll be fine. 

Deep down he knew that he was lying to himself, but he didn't know what else to do. 

Ryan exhaled again, taking one last look at the stars. He knew that he couldn't hide here much longer. 

He pushed away from the wall, about to head back inside when he heard the sounds of footsteps approaching. 
| thought | might find you out here.” 

Ryan felt like his heart had stopped beating, like his lungs weren't getting enough air. 

That voice. A voice that had once brought him nothing but comfort and exhilaration One that he used to seek 
out in the middle of the night when he gave up pretending that he could sleep. One that used to fill him with 
joy, and as much as it hurt Ryan to admit it, love. 

That was a long time ago. 

And the only emotions he felt now were dread, confusion, and self-loathing. 

"What are you doing here, Pete?" It was all Ryan could think to say, and he cursed himself for how broken it 
sounded. 

"What does it look like? | came to see you play." Pete lit up a cigarette, the smoke distorting Pete's features 
for a moment before he waved it away. His tone gave no indication of his intent or his emotions. 

"Why?" Ryan wrapped his arms around himself- nervous and trying to find some semblance of comfort in 
what was already a deeply painful reunion 

Pete took a step towards him, and unconsciously Ryan took a step back. If Pete noticed, he didn't say anything. 
Instead he only took another drag off his cigarette, flicking the ashes to the ground. Ryan watched as their 
light fizzled out as they crashed to the earth. He couldn't help but feel that this was an apt metaphor. 
"Would you believe me if | said it's because | miss you?" Pete sounded coy, his eyebrow raised for a moment. 
"No. No, | really wouldn't" He wrapped his arms tighter around himself, as if that could protect him from the 
agony of listening to Pete lie to him. 

Pete only laughed, it made Ryan's heart sink further. 

Does he think this is funny? ls torturing me like this some form of sick amusement for him? 

"I thought you had made it pretty clear the last time we spoke that you wanted nothing to do with me 
anymore. What was it you called me again? A has-been?" Ryan winced as he said it, still wishing that Pete 
hadn't meant those cruel words. 

Pete leaned against the wall next to him. They were standing shoulder to shoulder, and neither of them looked 
each other in the eye. 

"| did say that, yes." 

God, is he playing some kind of sick and twisted game with me here? 

Ryan didn't know, and he didn't know what the rules of the game were, if there even was one. The only sense 
of certainty he could take refuge in was that he wanted to scream in anguish. He wanted to scream every 
little complicated and hurt emotion that Pete Wentz had ever made him feel. Ryan didn't care how stupid it 
was. He didn't care that losing control now would probably be giving Pete exactly what he wanted- Power and 


control over his once favorite plaything. 


The worst part was that Ryan knew thats all he had been to Pete, but a small stupid part of him still hoped 
that there was something, anything between them that had been real. 

"Then you sent your little MTV lackey, James Montgomery to make it true," somehow Ryan had managed to 
keep an even tone as the words left his mouth. 

Pete said nothing, maintaining power in his silence. 

"God, and you can't even deny it!" Ryan turned his head away from where Pete was standing. He hated how 
hysterical he was getting, but he couldn't help himself. 

Pete always had that kind of effect on him. 

"You're right, Ryan. | won't deny it because it's the truth." Pete shifted his body so that his entire focus was 
on him, even though Ryan still refused to make eye contact. 

"Why?" Ryan asked the sky. The stars were no longer a source of comfort, but he couldn't bear to look at 
Pete. "Do you hate me that much? Do you hate me so much that you want my career to fail?" The words 
sounded juvenile to his ears, but they were how he honestly felt. 

On the verge of tears, and against his better judgment, Ryan finally forced himself to look at Pete. "Wasn't it 
enough that you took my band from me?" Ryan choked back a sob, remaining silent for a moment before he 
could bring himself to speak again. 

"Wasn't it enough that you broke my heart?" He almost whispered, tears now streaming down his face in both 
frustration and anguish. 

"Ryan-" Pete said gently, and Ryan could almost convince himself that he meant it. "You know it's not that 
simple." 

"It never is with you," Ryan shook his head, some of the fight draining out of him. He wished that he was 
strong enough to leave, to end this conversation, but he wasn't. Instead he was firmly frozen in place, trapped 
under Pete Wentz once again. 

Not at all thinking clearly, and perhaps possessed by the ghosts of the past, Ryan shifted his body and 
reached out, grabbing the cigarette from where Pete held it to his lips. Their hands briefly touched, and Ryan 
felt the softness of Pete's lips pressed against his fingers, if only for a moment. 

He wasn't at all sure why he did it. Maybe just some last ditch effort to try and regain some power, some 
control over the fucked up situation that Pete had once again forced him into. 

Ryan took a drag from the cigarette, feeling the tobacco curl around his lungs as he inhaled. He tasted Pete as 
he did it. And as quickly as he allowed it to begin, he ended it, crushing the cigarette under his boot. As if that 
would somehow crush the presence and the cosmic pull that Pete had him trapped and lost in. 

Spurred on by Ryan's boldness, Pete brought his hand up to Ryan's face, and Ryan flinched away. It didn't stop 
Pete from trying again, and Ryan's treacherous heart didn't have it in him to refuse a second time. 

"You were mine, Ryan" Pete's voice dripped with avarice. "I don't like to let go of what's mine.” 

Ryan only stared at him, eyes wide. 

"What the hell are you talking about Pete?" Ryan now recoiled from his touch. "You were the one who said you 
didn't want The Young Veins on your labell You were the one who said that you didn't want me, that we 
couldn't see each other anymore!" Ryan was shouting now, and he knew it. He was grateful for how late it 
was- that no one was around to see his little breakdown. 

It doesn't matter, Ryan. | found you, and you know how possessive | can be." Pete's tone was deadly calm. It 
shook Ryan to his core, and for the first time he was a little frightened of Pete. He was frightened over what 
the other man might be capable of. 


"So what then, Pete?" Ryan's heart was pounding. "You don't want me, but you can't stand to see me be 
successful or happy anywhere else? If you can't have me then no one else can?" 

"That's part of it" Ryan felt pinned under his gaze, like a once free butterfly nailed to a board. "When | found 
you, Ryan, you were nothing but a sad and lonely teenager trapped in a dead end life in Las Vegas. | found you, 
| made you what you are today, and without me, you would be nothing.” 

"And so what! So that makes you entitled to my downfall? That entitles you to have control over every aspect 
of my life, my career, even after you shattered my heart?" 

"Yes. You're mine, Ryan Ross. You belong to me." 

"Then why throw me away in the first place! Why treat me like I'm nothing to you?" Ryan's voice was shaking. 
His whole body was shaking. "And | know you're not here to apologize or whatever other romantic ideas | have 
in my head, so why are you here at all? Just to prove that you still have control over me?" 

"Exactly. | made you, and now l'm finishing what | started." Pete glared at him, and Ryan felt it pierce his soul. 
"You should have just kept making music like your first album, and we could have been fine carrying on as we 
were, but you wanted to get cute and pull away from me. So here we are- you with your failing career and 
me sabotaging it." 

Thats it? Thats all it would have taken? Ryan didn't dare speak. He knew that wasn't the whole truth, and he 
wouldn't allow himself to pursue that dangerous line of thinking any more than he already was. 

"You're smart enough to have figured out that | asked James to write an especially scathing review of your 
new album. One that we both knew was entirely unfair. You sound good, you and Jon have written good music." 
Pete paused, and for a fleeting moment, Ryan thought he might have been free of his silver tongue. "As much 
as you try to deny me, Ryan, I'll always know which lyrics are yours, and I'll always know which songs you 
wrote about me." Pete smirked, and it shattered something in Ryan. "You'll always be my lyrical visionary, 
Ryan 

"Why can't you just let me go?" Ryan whispered in defeated despair, nearly choking on his words. 

"As long as you're out there writing and playing music, I'll always want to be a part of it. As much as you 
hate to admit it, we both know you still love me, and l'm just as incapable of letting you go." That sick smile 
still hadn't left Pete's lips. 

Ryan Ross had known despair and suffering in his life, but nothing, nothing could have prepared him for how 
hopeless and powerless as he felt in that moment. Nothing could have ever prepared him for the immense 
feelings of betrayal and heartache that he was forced to endure now. This hurt even worse than Spencer and 
Brendan deciding to kick him out of his band, and it damn well hurt more than the last time Pete and him had 
spoken, 

The reason that it hurt so much though, the reason that Ryan felt himself shattering into even more pieces 
than he thought was humanly possible, was because there was a small and very twisted part of him that liked 
what Pete was saying to him. A fucked up part of him liked hearing that Pete still cared for him, even if it 
was in an incredibly sick and fucked up way. 

What does that even say about me? God, Im disgusting 

"| don't even know what to say to you right now, Pete." Ryan looked down at his shoes. He was no longer 
capable of looking at Pete, and he felt that he was no longer worthy of looking up to the stars and asking them 
for help. The last saving grace they had sent him turned out to be the monster standing in front of him. In 
that moment, Ryan felt that he truly understood despair, and any hope that he had left was only an illusion 
Pete was never going to let them succeed. Pete was never going to let him be free. 


Ryan began crying again, though this time in earnest. What else could he do? 


"You don't have to say anything, just listen" 

Ryan sighed. There was a time when he would have gladly listened to anything that Pete said There was a time 
when he thought those words even made him special- but not in the monstrous way that he was trapped in 
now. 

"We both know that you're not handling your lack of success well, and | want you to remember that every bad 
review you read, every salacious piece of tabloid gossip- those are all my doing. And most importantly Ryan, | 
want you to remember," Pete gently, and possessively, drew Ryan's face towards his, whispering softly in his 
ear. "You'll always be mine." 

Ryan's eyes widened in fear, fear over the massive amounts of power that the man before him possessed, 
both over him and over everyone else. Pete's commanding voice sent shivers down his spine, primarily in 
terror, but a small part, that Ryan was deeply ashamed of, trembled in arousal. 

Oh how he loathed himself for that. Oh how he loathed that there was still a part of him that so clearly 
desired and longed for Pete Wentz 

"Yours, huh?" Ryan scoffed, trying to break free of Pete, even though he didn't entirely want to. This just 
made Pete grip his jaw harder. 

Ryan forced his way free from Pete's grasp, and entirely against his better judgment, bridged the distance 
between them, crashing their mouths together. If he was going to be trapped by a deal he unknowingly made 
with the devil in front of him, he might as well get to enjoy some of the earthly pleasures of falling from 
grace. 

He forced his tongue into Pete's mouth, trying to gain some sort of control over their fucked up dynamic, 
even if it was only for a second. 

Pete of course couldn't stand this lack of power, and Ryan knew that. So it came as no surprise when Pete bit 
down hard on his tongue. The metallic taste of his own blood didn’t discourage him. He was damned either way, 
and in that moment he honestly couldn't bring himself to care anymore. 

In the past, Ryan had feared being nothing more than another one of Pete's whores, his possessions, but right 
then, something had broken, something had cracked so far down that Ryan was ready to give himself over to 
him. Maybe giving in would be easier than fighting his own downfall at the hands of the man who had once 
promised him everything, at the hands of the only man who he had ever really loved. What a joke all of that 
seemed like now. 

Spurred on by the taste of his own blood, Ryan bit Pete's lip. He was starving for him, and if Pete wanted to 
own him, then Ryan wanted to take a piece of Pete with him too. 

This turned out to be a step too far because no sooner than Ryan had tasted his blood coupled with his own, 
Pete pulled away from him. 

Ryan was left feeling completely breathless and senseless, and Pete looked just as composed as ever. The only 
indication he gave that anything had happened between them at all was when he wiped the blood off his lip 
with the back of his hand. 

Thats our blood. The last thing weil ever share, the last mark lil ever make on him. It was hollow, but it still felt 
like a victory to Ryan. 

"You know better Ryan," Pete's lip quirked up in what was a mocking approximation of a smile. "I told you 
before, we're through." 

Ryan suddenly felt very tired, and very ashamed. Pete's words, his unending contradictions, brought reality 
crashing back down around him. The desire to fight, whatever small sliver of hope he had buried within him, 


and any barely repressed desire he harbored for Pete completely left him. Ryan slid to the ground, pressing 
his face into his knees, drawing them into his chest. 

"Just go, Pete," he barely managed. "I don't want to do this with you anymore." Ryan couldn't stand the sight 
of Pete. He couldn't stand himself anymore. 

Pete scoffed, and Ryan heard the click of his lighter as he lit up another cigarette. In doing so, he seemed to 
be reminding Ryan that they were only done when he said they were. 

This was all on Pete's terms after all wasn't it? 

Ryan's career, Ryan's heart, Ryan's life? 

I'll see you around, Ross." The sound of his shoes on the concrete echoed as Pete took a few steps away 
before pausing. "You really did sound good up there tonight. I'm going to miss hearing you sing." 

With that Pete left, taking Ryan's hope and entire sense of self-worth with him. Leaving only the lingering smell 
of cigarette smoke in the air, and the fading taste of his blood on Ryan's lips. 


